HELEN  KELLER 


Deaf,  she  hears  poetry  with  her  finger-tips; 

Blind,  she  possesses  beauty  with  her  mind. 

She  cannot  catch  her  own  words  from  her  lips. 

Yet  speaks,  once  dumb  as  she  was  deaf  and  blind. 
The  fate  which  woul'  have  sealed  her  childish  life 
was  conquered  by  a love  that  spared  no  pain. 

Till  language  clove  her  darkness  like  a knife. 

And  symbols  built  a city  for  her  brain. 

Now  all  the  richest  art  that  ministers 
To  us  has  been  encompassed  by  her  powers;. 

Learning  and  thought  and  loveliness  are  hers. 

And  something  else  that  never  will  be  ours. 


Tomfool 


